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Excellent dinner followed by innocent bombardments from table to
table, then by a dance. Gaiety somewhat artificial at first, which be-
comes natural just as my nature invites me to withdraw. There are
not many of our traveling-companions of either sex with whom I feel
like talking; perhaps with none more than with the captain of the
Asie, but the moment is not propitious. I leave the dance and go to
smooth out my crumpled mind on the deck and in my cabin.
Rather heavy rolling during the night. Not possible to sleep. This
morning it is almost cold, Contrary to expectation, the temperature has
gone down from day to day since Madeira.
I slept an unbelievable number of hours during the first days; not
exactly ill, but my senses and mind benumbed to the point of stu-
pidity. Derived a little pleasure from life only with Montaigne, whom
I am rereading rapidly with a view to an anthology that an American
publisher has asked me for; but at times rapture stops me and I
wonder if ever human writing has given me more amusement, satis-
faction, and joy.
The monotony of the voyage is broken only by the call at Madeira,
more successful than one dared hope (15 January). A trim little town,
varnished, polished, waxed (in so far as we could see at night). The
inlaid sidewalks seem like drawing-room parquets and one looks for
a spot where one can decently drop a cigarette butt; clean ... oh, so
clean! . . . But the devil will not be the loser. Just time to notice this
and already the skiff returning to the Asie takes us away again.
We find the first-class deck unrecognizable, hung with tablecloths,
embroidered table-covers, ornaments that merchants have spread out
for sale. At about one a.m. we weigh anchor, pursued for some time
more by the shouts and calls of the venders. They have had to fold up
their wares, but, in the small boats taking them home, they still hold
forth white cloths at arm's length. The passengers exhibit their pur-
chases to one another.
19 January
There are certain days when I feel as if outlined solely by my
shadows.
Dakar
One breathes, the first morning, a sharp, pure, virgin air. A sweep-
ing wind, as if suddenly sprung from the confines of a permanent state
of creation, is cleaning the earth before the sun's coming.
Having got up too early, I try to savor without impatience the ir-
replaceable moment before departure.